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Now it is no longer difficult to conquer the continent
of Europe. Even Germany's provincial capitals, with their
high musical standards, have to admit the superiority of
the Polish pianist. "Fabelhqft!" they exclaim. The
critic in the Leip&ger %eitung writes : " Not since
Liszt has a pianist been received as Herr Paderewski was
last night." The Tageblatt writes: " The public did
not applaud, it raved . . . " Ferdinand Pfohl in Hamburg
says : " It was like a Nikisch concert, the same exultation,
the same enthusiasm. His Chopin playing fairly elec-
trified his audience. . . . Enthusiasm bordering on intoxi-
cation ..." And in Munich the critic admits that the
public " acted as if crazy with joy."
Paris and the Continent, however, were not enough for
a virtuoso. America lay across the ocean. But the bridge
to America was England. Across a narrow strip of water
beckoned that strange island, and the greatest city of the
world : London.
Paderewski looked conspicuous. Newspaper cartoonists
and jesters in the street delighted in him. The little felt
hat which he wore on the very top of his exuberant hair
only accentuated its singular appearance, and many
anecdotes of the day showed how extraordinary he must
have looked to the man in the street. One night after a
recital in Berlin he called a cab to take him home. Rather
loudly the driver asked where he should go ; but before
Paderewski had time to answer, a voice from the crowd on
the pavement shouted : " To the barber's." Paderewski
was sensitive about his appearance. He disliked those
cheap jokes and anecdotes. He well knew, too, that his
audiences expected him to look as he did. His wife was
certainly right when, in later years, asked by a too in-
quisitive interviewer in America why her husband did not
cut his hair short and make himself less conspicuous, she
answered : " It would make no difference. Besides, the

